

The Silver Fox Billionaire Games








Book 1


Daisy Luke



Copyright © 2026 by Daisy Luke

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

All characters depicted in this work are adults over the age of eighteen (18) years and are not related by blood. All intimate adult activities are fully consensual by all parties.

Cover model does not endorse the contents of this book.


Contents

1. Lola
2. Drake
3. Lola
4. Drake
More From Daisy Luke



Chapter 1


Lola



Islide the key into my lock and enter my apartment. When the door swings open into silence, I’m reminded of just how empty my apartment is.

And my life.

Dropping my briefcase and purse onto the couch, I walk towards the kitchen, my heels clacking on the tile floor. Kicking them off, the coolness feels good against my toes. I let out a long, slow breath, feeling the stress of a 12-hour workday leave my body and my lungs.

The city lights glitter beyond the windows, and in that sprawling sea of lights, I’m reminded of how many people are out there living their lives, loving each other, and fighting for things that matter.

What am I fighting for? Endless workdays in the hopes of reaching a six-figure salary while also finding the man of my dreams?

Every day, I edge closer to believing I’m doomed to a life of solitude and going broke as everything becomes more expensive. Sure, if I keep pushing hard enough, I may crash through that glass ceiling. But nothing is guaranteed.

As I make a cup of tea, I know most 20-year-olds aren’t having thoughts like these. Some people tell me I need to chill, that I’ll meet someone someday. I’m still young and have plenty of time. Besides, I’m lucky to have had the career opportunities I’ve had at such a young age.

But I know what I want, and I want it now. My loneliness has been a daily ache in my chest, and I’m tired of it.

I think about my last date, just as boring and a total flop as the dozen before him. He was a 25-year-old finance “bro” who spent the entirety of our date mansplaining my own major to me, then got super pissed when I didn’t offer to split the check.

What can I say? Yes, I make decent money, but I want a man with old-fashioned values who won’t see my success as a reason not to treat me.

And yes, I want to work, to feel like I’m contributing something to this world. But at the end of the day, I want to come home and have my partner ask me where I want to go for dinner or take our next luxurious vacation, then devour me from head to toe like the goddess I am. Afterwards, I’ll devour him as well, making him feel just as much the man he is with everything in me.

I don’t think that’s asking too much.

After grabbing a premade salad from the fridge, I carry it to the sofa and eat on my coffee table, opening my phone to social media. It’s just a way to kill time until I shower off the day’s grime and settle under the covers with a good book.

I spend a few minutes swiping through the posts on autopilot, liking a family’s picture, sharing a landscape photo my cousin shared, and reading a sponsored post for a miracle cream that promises to stop aging in its tracks. But then a video catches my eye.

It auto-plays, showing an aerial view of a yacht cutting through the ocean. Normally, I would scroll right past, despite being a water sign and loving the beach. But the video suddenly cuts to the boat’s deck.

As the yacht slows and bobs on the water’s surface, a man who’s dressed to the nines stands tall and confident, looking out over the hull with a contemplative stare.

Dramatic yet emotional music plays in the background, and a voice begins to narrate.

“Are you tired of men who play games with your heart? Who are nothing but fluff? Are you ready for real men, with real money? Because they’re looking for you: real, mature women with nothing but a heart of gold.”

The scene shifts to multiple shots: private jets, exotic beaches, exquisite dinners on balconies along the Seine, all showing happy couples.

But then it’s back to the original man, and my jaw drops as he slowly shifts his gaze, looking directly into the camera. Oh my god. With silver hair and a neatly trimmed salt-and-pepper beard, he’s … gorgeous.

“The Silver Fox Billionaire Games feature select men over fifty and thriving but still looking for their final acquisition: a partner for life. Are you a mature woman looking for the same? If so, click the link below, and you’ll be swept away to an applicant page. May the best woman win …”

My heart thumps against my ribs. This is clearly some application for a trashy reality show. I don’t do those. Don’t watch them and have no interest in appearing in one.

And yet … here I am, clicking the link.

I have no clue what to expect, other than invasive personal questions that will take up the next hour of my life. But the application itself is surprisingly short.

Of course, there are a few terms and conditions, mostly informing me that all electronic communications are moderated, and if I am chosen as a contestant, I need to be available to meet with the bachelor at a moment’s notice, yada yada yada.

After skimming over everything, I’m asked to provide an email address, my first name, and my age. This one makes me take pause.

They’re looking for mature women, which is code for ‘middle-aged.’ I’m not even close to being middle-aged, but I am mature for my age. That should count for something.

Next, I’m asked about my education level and have to answer one simple question.

What do I want in a relationship?

Ironically, that last one is the easiest. I start typing my response.

I want a partner, a real man. Not a boy I have to build up. I want someone who has already conquered the world, yet wants to take on even more with his queen, who sits next to him on the throne. I want a relationship with a man who won’t flinch when I share my ten-year plan, who sees me as an equal but treats me like I’m his most prized possession. I will return the sentiment to the man who steals my heart.

Without overthinking, I check a little box, then press “send” on the application, suddenly having second thoughts about what I said.

It comes off as insulting, now that I think about it. Almost … jaded. I don’t want to think of myself as jaded, but maybe I am.

And yet I believe that I typed up those words because that’s how I truly feel. I am a real woman, and damn it, I want a real man.

Who am I kidding, anyway? My application will be lost in a sea of applications from other women who are older, wiser, more educated, less demanding, and undoubtedly wired to catch the eye of that gorgeous 50-something-year-old billionaire who caught my eye.

But somewhere between finishing my salad and heading to the kitchen to clean up, my phone sounds an alert. It’s an email from Sally at the Silver Fox Billionaire Games.

My breath catches as I open the email and read what it says:

Congratulations, Lola. You’re in the running! You’ll have the opportunity to meet with your eligible bachelor tomorrow at the Wharf Café, 7 PM. Please let the hostess know you’re there to meet Drake, and they’ll take care of the rest. Enjoy your evening, and best of luck!

Oh my god. Is it really that easy?

I let out a small laugh, feeling a glimmer of hope.

Let the games begin.


Chapter 2


Drake



The second I read Lola’s response to what she wants in a relationship, I knew I wanted to meet her. She’s the youngest applicant I’ve had, and originally I wanted someone closer to my age. Yet I’m more intrigued with her than any other woman I’ve spent time with.

I’ve met too many who want me just for my money. They don’t see me as a man to partner with and share “ten-year plans,” but rather someone who will line their wallets and expand their wardrobes while they rake away at my self-esteem.

I wouldn’t mind having someone younger who wants to be pampered. In fact, I enjoy pampering. But I need to feel valued and appreciated too.

As I look out over the water in the private dining room of The Wharf Café, I think about my decision to join the Silver Fox Billionaire Games. I knew I’d be putting myself out there, making myself vulnerable. But I’m following my gut with this one. And if Lola isn’t the one, well, there are plenty of other applicants.

“Mr. Stone? Lola is here to see you.”

I turn to Janet—one of the hostesses— and the moment she clears a path for my guest, I rise from my chair and adjust my tie.

When Lola enters, her eyes flick up, taking in my 6-foot 3-inch height, no doubt. At the sight of her, I am stunned and absolutely speechless.

Drawing in a deep breath, I swiftly move my gaze over her body from head to toe. She’s also tall, wearing a gorgeous dress with sparkling silver sequins, tight around her sexy curves, and stopping mid-thigh. With a modest-sized chest and ample, flared hips, she’s just my type.

Her heels match the dress, and her blond hair flows down over her shoulders in soft waves. Her eyes are as blue as the sky in fall, and … everything about her makes my heart race.

“Lola, it’s lovely to meet you. Come in.”

Janet closes the door, and Lola takes several confident strides in my direction before extending a hand. “Lovely to meet you as well, Mr. Stone.”

“Please, call me Drake.”

I take her hand in mine and pull it to my lips, giving her a soft, fleeting kiss.

“Thank you, Drake.” Her cheeks blush, and she bites her lower lip.

I pull out her chair, and she presses her dress down over her ass before sitting.

My cock fills with blood, and I tell myself to keep my thoughts G-rated. I can’t jump the gun with this girl. I will not allow my dick to make any decisions on this matter. I’m looking for my soulmate, not someone who’s fun in bed.

Even though I want and need someone fun in bed.

Fuck.

Focus, Drake.

I clear my throat and do my best to forget the heat gathering between my legs. “So, Lola. Tell me a little about yourself.”

“What would you like to know, Drake? I’m an open book.” She smiles, those stunning eyes of hers sparkling under the lights of the chandelier.

“Let’s start with what you do for a living?”

“Well, I’m somewhat new to the professional world as I graduated this year with a degree in business administration and a minor in finance.”

“According to your application, you’re twenty. You already have a college degree?” I ask, trying to hide the doubt creeping into my voice.

Lola twists her face as if humbled. “I went through early college in high school and advanced through my classes at a fast pace. I was lucky enough to be awarded an internship at a finance consulting firm—Caldwell and Grant Investments—where I now work as an assistant to one of the senior partners.”

I lean back in my seat, momentarily stunned. “Wow. I’m impressed. I’m 60 years old, and I’ve not met too many women with that sort of ambition. Much less at your age.”

Lola shrugs and pinches back a smile. “It’s a lot of spreadsheets and late nights, but I love it.”

“Interesting. You’re not looking to scale back your hours? Or maybe … quit?”

“Quit?” she asks, her brow wrinkling. “Not at all. If anything, I want to be running the company as CEO one day.”

Heat radiates through my chest and spreads downward. I’m so turned on by her drive and ambition. I want to learn more. “And what do you like to do in your free time?”

She shifts in her chair, loosening her dress and revealing the tight cleavage of her bust. “When I have free time, which isn’t very often, I like to read, and I occasionally cook. Actually, I’m a bit of a foodie. On the weekends, I like to hunt down recipes of varying cuisines and put my own spin on them.”

“I’m a bit of a foodie myself, but I enjoy the eating part. Not the cooking part.” My mouth stretches into a grin.

“I’m growing a bit tired of only cooking for myself. Sounds like we’d make a great team.”

“Hmm, sure sounds like it.” I immediately imagine her in my kitchen, her tits and ass and all those luscious curves on display for me as she preps a meal. Fuck.

“And what would you like to do, if you had more time, Lola? What are some of your dreams outside of work and cooking?” I know there’s so much more to Lola than she’s letting on.

I want to get inside her head. Maybe her heart.

Definitely that skirt and between her legs.

“That’s a good question. I want to do all the things, but with a partner. It doesn’t matter what we do, as long as we do them together.”

“I feel the same way.” Sparks ignite in my chest. I want this girl, more than I expected.

Right as I’m about to reach across the table for her hand, the waitress brings out our food, starting with calamari, Lobster Bisque, several salads, and Wagyu steaks.

“You ordered for me already?” she asks, her voice soft and submissive.

“I did. I hope that’s okay. If it’s not to your liking or you have allergies, I can send it back.”

“No,” Lola answers, touching my hand with a message of promises to come. “I love a man who automatically knows what I want.”

My cock twists inside my pants as it turns to steel. “Hmm, I guess I got lucky, then.”

“And by the way …” She leans forward and bites her lip seductively before murmuring, “there’s nothing I don’t like, except a weak man.”

I suppress the growl that’s fighting to come up my throat. “The only weakness I have is wanting to please a strong woman like yourself,” I grit out, holding her gaze.

Holding back a smile, Lola licks her lips, pulls her hand away, and glances at her food.

“I wasn’t all that hungry until I came here. Now, with all this delicious food, I’m famished. I get the feeling you could coax a lot of interesting things from me, Drake.”

“Likewise.” As my cock twitches angrily, I slowly stir the bisque, watching as Lola places her napkin in her lap and cuts her steak with neat precision. She conducts herself with the manners of a woman who was raised in a country club and spends every moment refining everything she does.

I mean, my god, she takes my breath away. I fucking want her.

Forcing myself to snap back to the task at hand, I spend the remainder of our dinner talking with Lola, probing more into her education and dating history. It sounds like she’s always been motivated to succeed, and most of her dates have been duds.

And then, she quietly asks about me. As in … what am I looking for? What do I want? Something that has been rare for me lately. Most women I’ve dated have only asked questions geared to satisfy their curiosity about what I can do for them. But I can tell that Lola genuinely wants to get to know me.

The only time I am stumped into silence is when Lola asks how I feel about the age difference. But it’s not her desire to know if it bothers me as much as the words that float from her sexy, bee-stung lips.

“As you know, I’m not the target age you were looking for. I’m younger, and I’m looking for a more … active bedroom life, if you understand what I’m saying.”

“Oh, I understand, Lola.”

“Good,” she smiles. “Because I’m active with my toys daily. And I need a real, virile man to satisfy my cravings. The other topics we’ve discussed make us a perfect match. Everything else is negotiable. So, what do you think?”

I swallow hard, her words like music to my ears as she leans back, keeping her eyes locked on mine.

Lola is confident, which I find damningly sexy. She needs someone equally confident. And virulent, which I fucking am.

I did not see this coming. I was totally prepared for something–someone–completely different. But the thing is … Lola is different. That’s what makes her so special.

I stand from my chair and move behind her. I then lean down, getting close to her ear and drawing in her sweet perfumed scent as I steal a glance at her tits underneath the front of her gown.

She twists her head slightly in my direction, a sexy little smirk playing on her face

“I think you and I need to get out of here and go somewhere private. That’s what I think.”

Without waiting for an answer, I pull her chair out and take her by the hand. When she stands, I can see her nipples poking at the front of her silver dress, and I feel a droplet leak from the tip of my shaft.

“I think that’s the wisest thing you’ve said all night, Drake. Lead the way, please.”


Chapter 3


Lola



Drake surprises me, taking me to his home that’s only two miles inland. He lives in a 200-year-old, 10-bedroom colonial-style home, nestled near a swamp and surrounded by live oaks covered in Spanish moss.

He doesn’t give me a tour, which is perfectly fine; we’ll have plenty of time for that later.

After excusing himself to freshen up, I glance around his study, impressed by the endless bookshelves, gigantic leather sofa, and desk large enough to seat a family of twelve. Not only is the man huge himself, but everything he owns is huge too.

Drake is 60: older than he looks by a long shot. But he’s everything I’ve been looking for and didn’t realize. I never could have predicted this night would go as it has. I figured we’d meet, and he either wouldn’t measure up to the video or he’d be a stuck-up, arrogant billionaire who spends his life on golf courses and Wall Street.

But Drake’s money comes from hard work. He definitely was not born with a silver spoon in his mouth. Plus, he donates half of his income to charitable organizations that benefit the less fortunate.

And he’s beyond sexy.

Drake is taller than life with salt-and-pepper hair, crow’s feet around his eyes showing wisdom and strength, and a body like a Greek god. Is there a more perfect man? I submit there is not.

I wander to the closest shelf, scanning his book collection. Seems he likes American history, science fiction, and … wow. He owns every single one of Anais Nin’s works.

I feel a heat settle between my legs, and my heart rate picks up as I imagine him thumbing through these pages. I pull Little Birds from the shelf and look at the cover.

“Have you read any of her books?”

I spin around and see him standing there, his jacket removed and tie loosened slightly. “Yes. Every single one. You?”

He smiles and nods, walking my way. “Every single one. Yet one more thing we have in common.”

“And what did you think?”

Drake gently takes the book from my grasp and flips it open, fanning the pages from front to back. “Thought-provoking. Erotic. And yet …” He slides the book back on the shelf, then plays with my hair as he looks into my eyes. “It’s nothing near as thought-provoking and erotic as you are.”

“Oh,” I whisper, feeling quite heady.

That ache between my legs grows more intense as he leans in and softly strokes my cheek.

“Would you like to be my little bird, Lola? One who flies as freely as she wishes, so long as she comes home to her silver-haired granddaddy every night?”

My nipples twist in beautiful agony at the mention of that word. God, do I have that kink?

“I think that could be arranged…” I barely manage to get the words out.

And just like that, his mouth is on mine, tongue gently probing past my lips with sensual fire.

I slide my palms up the front of his chest as his hands slide down my back, cupping my ass. He pulls me close, and I feel his cock thump against my tummy, forcing my pussy to throb with need.

Groaning, he slides the back of my dress upward, most assuredly discovering I’m wearing a pair of thongs.

“Oh fuck,” he grits out, moving his mouth to my neck where he nibbles and kisses me while drawing the tips of his fingers over the flesh of my ass.

“Drake,” I whimper, grinding against his erection.

“Yes, my little bird?”

“I want you to take my virginity. I want you to make me come.”

With a growl lodged in his throat, he looks at me with those smoky gray eyes. “Oh, baby … I’d be honored to have your virginity. And make you come so many times you’ll never want to leave.”

I already don’t want to leave, and we haven’t even consummated this relationship. But I won’t scare him away by admitting that truth. I’ll keep it tucked underneath my little bird hat for now.

Drake doesn’t ask what to do next. He simply moves and does what he wants.

Which coincides with what I want.

With rugged dominance, he tugs up my dress, lifting it over my head and leaving me standing before him naked as a little jailbird, save for my thong panties and stilettos.

“Damn, you are so beautiful, Lola. I can’t wait to taste you.”

The way he watches me with such desire brewing in those dark and stormy eyes has me shivering with anticipation. I always imagined myself as the aggressor in whatever relationship I chose to be in. But that’s because I’ve dated boys. Yes, they were grown men, but boys at heart who weren’t capable of allowing me to relax and be consumed.

And here Drake is, consuming me with a stare.

I can see how much he wants me, but when he slides his hands down my back and draws me near to kiss me once again, I can feel how much electric chemistry exists between us.

He palms the back of my thigh, bringing it up to his waist, so I lock it in place, the fabric of his shirt soft against my skin. “Let me see how wet you are for me, Lola.”

My breath hitches in my throat as he moves the crotch of my panties aside, then cups my freshly shaved mound, already dripping with need.

Oh god, how I need this man.

“Mmmm,” he groans, sliding a finger into my folds.

My clit twitches, already swelling with desire, and when he pushes a finger deep in my womb, then proceeds to massage my bundle of nerves with the meat of his palm, I nearly lose my sanity.

I start quaking and work my fingers through the hair at the nape of his neck.

He watches me with a look of urgency, but then my body falls back against the bookcase as he leans down and flicks his tongue against my left nipple.

“Oh, Drake,” I whimper.

Tingles shoot down my body as he moans, dragging his tongue back and forth between both my breasts, teasing my buds while slowly and deeply fingering my womb.

“Come for me, little bird,” he murmurs. “Show me how hot you are for your billionaire granddaddy. Show me how much you want to be my wife.”

My eyes roll back in my head as I topple over the edge. I grip his huge biceps and rock my hips back and forth, wave after wave of pleasure stealing all the air from my lungs.

“Mmm, good girl,” he says.

Drake returns to sucking my breasts. My entire body twitches violently, but it’s not just my body being overcome by what this man is doing.

I’m falling for him. Falling for the way he’s loving me right now, hoping I’ll become his wife after tonight.

How fucking wild is that?

With no warning, Drake is done, leaving me panting against the bookcase. He steps back, and my face and body are flushed with heat. That’s when I see his huge erection underneath his expensive designer pants.

While keeping all his focus on me, he unzips his pants and lets them fall to the floor, kicking them aside with his fancy brown leather shoes.

I gulp, watching his length bob up and down a couple of times before he holds it in his hands. Clear fluid beads at the tip, some of it dripping in a string.

“You see how hard I am for you, sweet one?”

I nod, panting as I tease my own breasts for him. He seems to like it, unbuttoning and removing his shirt.

God, his chest is dusted with gray hair and chiseled to perfection.

“Take off your panties and come sit down for me,” he grinds out, nodding at the couch as he loosens and removes his tie.

I peel my thongs down, stepping out of them as hastily as I can, then stroll over to the couch, feeling unsteady on my feet from all the lust coursing through me.

I sit on the cool leather, staying close to the edge, and I nearly slide back from how wet I am.

“I’m … pretty wet, Drake. I don’t want to ruin your couch.”

He stands before me, cock twitching as he cups the back of my head. “You think I care, sweetheart? Maybe I want that pussy of yours leaving a beautiful stain. Maybe I want my business associates to walk in here and sit where my little bird has left proof of our adventures.”

I gulp, feeling that urge intensify.

I love the way he’s talking to me, so honest and gritty. “Besides,” he continues, “I can always buy another couch. But I can’t recreate this moment with you. And I want it to be perfect. I want to experience everything with you, no matter how messy.”

“I want that too,” I answer, my nipples pricking with desire.

As he grips the root of his shaft, his hip twitches forward, almost uncontrollably. And I can’t help but notice how red and swollen his crown is.

“I’m glad to hear that,” he says, his voice full of testosterone and heat. “Now be a good girl and open your mouth.”


Chapter 4


Drake



Ican’t deny how much Lola turns me on. But I’d be lying if I said my heart wasn’t in imminent danger. She looks up at me with those pretty blue eyes, her blond curls resting sensually on her shoulders and her breasts sloped out, showing off hard little nipples that look like cherries.

She licks her lips before parting them, and I don’t have to move forward because she leans her whole body into it, wrapping her lips around my heat and making the tip of my shaft disappear inside the slick warmth of her mouth.

“Ahhhhhh ...” I growl and fist her hair, trying my damnedest to let her do her thing without rutting too hard or deep.

But I can’t seem to stop myself, pushing the back of her head further down and grinding deep.

Before long, her lips are halfway down my length, her face twisting as she lets out a gag.

“Oh shit, baby … I’m sorry,” I say, feeling like an inconsiderate ass.

But then she whimpers, shakes her head, and deep throats me once again.

I place my hands on my hips and let her go to town, my cock growing steelier by the second as she bobs her head back and forth, going deeper with each dive.

Her eyes flutter as she glances up at me, and I watch as her tongue slithers along the underside of my shaft.

“Baby …” I growl, feeling my balls grow painfully heavy with seed.

I think she wants it, but I won’t finish in her mouth this early in the game. She’s far too precious to ruin just yet. So I tug myself loose, softly caressing her throat and feeling it bob as she swallows her saliva.

“What’s the matter?” she asks.

I lean down and kiss her, letting my tongue flit back and forth with hers. And then I kneel on the floor in front of her. “Nothing is the matter. I just want to taste you again.”

She smiles, cheeks rosy and bright, and I lift her legs, set them over my shoulders, and bury my face between her gash.

“Oh … okay …” she whispers, opening her thighs and leaning back.

I fondle her breasts as she lifts her ass off the couch, forcing her femininity to open before me like a flower.

I tease her nipples with my fingers, then slather my tongue over her smooth, feminine lips, tasting the musky yet sweet evidence of the lust she has for this old man with a wild and dirty kink that was just discovered tonight.

I flick her bean, then trail my fingers down her soft tummy, stopping to cup her ass and hold her up to devour her the way I want.

God, she tastes delicious. My heart is thumping like mad, the desire to make love to her and make her my wife overwhelming.

“Ohhhh yeahhhhh,” she purrs, huffing out a few short breaths as I lick and suckle her swollen bundle of nerves. “Drake … you make me feel so good …”

She’s egging me on in the best of ways.

I groan against her folds, eager to feel her come once more. And knowing just how I want to make that happen.

With my erection bobbing painfully between my legs, I don’t even care about climaxing myself right now, though I get the feeling it will happen, hands-free.

I slide my middle finger into her opening, and her walls immediately clamp down around my digit.

Tugging her clitoris past my lips, I flick it feather-light with the tip of my tongue and enjoy the way her body shudders violently.

Liquid love flows from her opening as her contractions come in waves. I curl my finger upward, massaging that knot of tissue while suckling her pearl.

“Oh god … Drake … I’m coming,” she whimpers.

And with those words, my length spasms uncontrollably, and I empty my spend on the floor between my knees. My balls heave with each rope that shoots out, and all I can do is growl and huff right along with my Lola.

My heart pounds wildly in my chest as I swirl my tongue all over her folds, making sure I catch every drop of her deliciousness with my mouth.

Once her body calms and her breathing subsides, I climb up on the leather surface, pulling her into the little spoon position in front of me.

She wiggles closer, nuzzling her back to my front, and laces her fingers with mine. We lay still for a few moments, allowing our breathing and our hearts to return to a normal rhythm.

“How are you feeling?” I ask, kissing her shoulder.

“I feel good. But … I’m a little confused.”

“What are you confused about, sweetheart?”

Rolling over, Lola faces me. Her eyes search mine, and I softly brush some hair out of the way.

“I thought you were going to, you know, stamp my V-card.” She says it with a smirk, and I can’t help but smile.

“Oh, don’t worry. I will. I just want to take my time with you. Discover what makes you tick both in and out of the bedroom.”

“I think you’re on the right track,” she says, brushing her finger through my beard.

“I think so, too. And I’d like to stay the course, if you’re in this for the long haul.”

“Drake.” Her tone turns serious. “I’ve never let a man do to me the things you just did. I have no notches on my bedpost.”

“Mmm,” I murmur, giving her a soft kiss. “My good little bird, waiting for the right man. You’re going to make me fall for you, Lola.”

“Same here,” she replies with such honesty. “I’ve finally found a real man with virtue. With hopes and dreams similar to mine. And with an apparent sex drive that might match mine as well. I’m most certainly in this for the long haul.”

I cup her full ass and pull her closer to me. “I’m glad to hear that. You’re just the kind of strong, independent woman I’ve been searching for. And yet … there’s this innocence about you. An innocence I want to slowly explore before I stamp your V-card, as you so eloquently put it.”

“I’m nothing if not eloquent,” she laughs. “And for what it’s worth, I love that you want to take your time with me. I’m pretty bossy outside of the bedroom. But here … I think I like you being the boss.”

“Mmm, damn, baby. That turns me on.”

“I like turning you on.” Lola tosses her arm over my shoulder, and we lie there and kiss for several long moments, our tongues eagerly dancing with one another in a way that makes me grow hard once more.

This won’t be easy, keeping her innocence intact until I make her my wife, but I don’t want to ask for her hand just yet because I don’t want to scare her away.

I also don’t yet want to profess all the kinky things swarming through my dirty mind. It’s too much, too soon. So I’ll make sure it’s what she wants, and I’ll wait until the moment is right before sliding a fat diamond on her pretty finger.

I pull the blanket resting on the back of the sofa over us and revel in the feel of her skin against mine.

“What do you think about spending the night here?” I ask, feeling her out.

She angles her gaze up at me. “I was hoping you’d ask.”

“It’s settled then.” I pull her head to my chest. “Tomorrow, we’ll have breakfast and watch the sun come up over the marsh.”

“Careful,” she says, snuggling closer. “You’re going to make it so that I never want to leave.”

I chuckle. “If you think that scares me, baby girl, you couldn’t be more wrong.”

This time, when she looks into my eyes, I see something there. I believe it’s evidence of a deep and abiding love. But time will tell. I know what I want, and she’s lying right here in my arms.

I only hope Lola doesn’t change her mind about me.


More From Daisy Luke


~To Be Continued ...
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